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Original Poetry. The garden had been created especially for birds, butter- 
< ae. flies and children, and here, on pleasant days, the gentle” 
BARTH, PRACK—GOODWILL TOWARD MEN.” | invalid held court améng the hollyhocks and daisies, 4" 
__ * And that,’’ came the soft, young voice from the swee: 
By WALER APPLEYARD, J.P. i old lady, ‘“‘ was the fourth voyage of Sinbad of the Sea 
‘ ero AS To-morrow I'll tell you about his fifth voyage.” ` ne 
> Pract was. the burden of the angels’ song, ae ; s 5 ; ; 2 4 
The sacred chorus of the heav'nly throng. fell us some more now ! ” shrilled an impatient boy. 
That broke the silence of the early morn ` * A ghost story, Miss Priscilla, please.” pleaded a shy,. 
When Christ. the promised son of man, was born. little girl, looking furtively over her shoulder at the shadows 
peeuregen dent es ur Hre ta all a pas in the shrubbery. 
Donec uke sanien ot the wonsa Aiai ‘* No more stories to-day, dears.” Miss Priscilla’s frail 
Though but a flickering flame of holy fire. hand brushed back from her delicately wrinkled face a web 
It burns cach day with more intensive heat, of fine silvery hair. “ There’s someone moving into `t 
‘That must cre long its enemies defeat. house next door. It’s becn vacant for five years; and 
ia oe pe a o e N want to watch the furniture go in. Besides, Tan tired: 
i and it’s about time for the four-o’-clocks to open.” 
‘Peace! ah me! what a cost of precious life a Her last Words were magical. The children fung: 
Our. young men bore in that unholy strife, . chorus of careless thanks at her and raced,down a winding 


fall PRE Che RTS isla? ie price gravel path to the four-o'-clock bed. Soon they had des 
Was their blood shed for naught, and all in vain ? spoiled the gay bushes and climbed over the stone wall. 


Shall all our cherished hopes, ‘like them, be slain ? the street. i 
Peace—God forbid that we should now reject A nurse, properly uniformed in white, brought a shaw 
The noble purchase of our brave elect, ‘ cae arn ‘ ; 
heir pain and suffering on the field of death which was wrapped around Miss Priscilla’s shoulders. 
“Enforced the plaintive cry with dying breath, ¥._ , . ‘ Hadn’t you better come in now, dear ?-?vshe"aske 
‘nat from the higher spheres: wher ein they dwell, > vp% Thode kiddies:tire you sors ʻAna” if you're geen in oo 
ids us to-urge the peace. for which they fell. den, more of them will come,’ ix p 
os. à a Miss Priscilla's-blue: eyes grow: ‘sweet. “Let them co) 
i Moart : It’s little enough that-L'can give to. the world-—I who has 
. e, o OE DEN received so much: during these thirty years of illness. -B 
The Spirit in. the Garden. ; sides, i haven't tong, Luey.” a 
: ; ! Fe, s Hu sh! You'll, ‘Jive for ages yet.” s 3 
TAY COULDN'T THIS SAD LYETLE FELLOW ue No. & Already no ve stayed too long. You kn Ws 
a L HIS GRIEF-STRICKEN MOTHER THAT Lucy ; She paused for words that seemed to come har 
HE: LOVED HoR À “Sometimes I. feel as though my body had already gone 
See eh es ` my ‘spirit’ wero lingering on Aike an, earthbownd * Bho 
MT: WAS. THE SECRET ONLY M 18s PRISOILL: A | There’ ’s something here for me “to eae aa 3 
tea. KNEW? ` 
i N peace to her face. 
By Sorin Wenz Diyas. - Á “Come! Let’s go in’ 
A re E oreg: ; 2 Wheel chair, She shivered ever so tpi 
i“ Let me stay a little while—until the sun Boe ¢ do 7, 
I won't see oe oy muci longer.” i 


tories that were, E AIA bý tlie wat bling ot an ‘eye on you. ay AE: 5 
the’ shrubbery, by ‘the eee oi a Tonata When Miss Priscilla was alone; she turned’ her. a 


to thie } grey stone bouse ne t 


Another moving van had just pulled up to the kerb. - But 
before the nien could touch any of the contents, a beautiful 
young woman,” " dressed, in, black, ran down the steps | of the 
. terrace. 

sees “Wait! 
7 sharply. 

She reached in and lifted out with care an object that 
was wrapped in cloth. Anxiously, before she ascended the 
‘i terrace again, she removed the cloth to examine the’ article 
which she evidently prized so highly. 

It was a child’s broken wagon, paint-scarred and worn. 
_ Miss Priscilla smiled sympathetically. She, a maiden 
“nyalid, who for thirty years had mothered other people’s 
“children, knew the poetry and the pathos of a child’s bat- 
‘tered toy. 

From her vantage point in the garden she enjoyed 
seeing this tall, pale aristocratic woman direct the servants 
and workers at their task. The sound of her voice was. 
wafted over occasionally, vibrant and imperious. 

The great, high ceilinged rooms and the long halls of 
the house echoed hollowly as the heavy feet of men tramped 
‘over the bare floors. 

«>. “1s not a house for a child,” thought Miss Priscilla. 
The high, narrow windows, so recently emerged from their 
“cout of grime under the scrubbing of maids, blinked in 
.~ glassy lifelessness. Even the furniture being borne inside, 
~. though handsome and costly, had a cold, formal, forbidding 
look: But it was not until Miss Priscilla saw the painting 
of the boy that she started and caught her breath sharply. 
= Poor little Jamb!” she exclaimed pityingly. “ To have 
to live in that bleak stone house!" She sank back in her 
chair and watched. 

` The portrait was life-sized, and someone had stood it 
“ún the window seat, face out against the glass. At first 
» glance, it looked like a real boy sitting there, in a brooding, 
‘pensive mood. The light falling on the picture was excellent. 
Miss Priscilla could even see the wistful droop of his lips, 
the listless, grown-up folding of the quiet hands. A very 
` faint radiance behind his golden curls, so slight as to be 
“almost imperceptible, lent the child a startlingly .uncarthly 
“air. ‘ How like his mother the boy is!” Miss Priscilla 
observed, and reluctantly withdrew her gaze from the dis- 
_ turbing portrait. 

She settled back then to enjoyment of the garden, which 
. at this quiet hour of closing day always brought to her a 
deep sense of peace. ‘The soft stillness of the sweet air 
~ pressed drowsily against her eyes. Her lids fluttered down. 
© After what seemed only a few moments, something delicate 
: and light touched her hand, and she awoke. 

A child stood beside her—a strange little boy with 
‘great, hungry eyes and a drooping mouth: the boy whose 
i picture stood in the window next door. -Misè Priscilla 
could not take her eyes from him. In life he was even more 
athetic, more appealing, ‘than in his portrait. Watching 


Let me do it! ” her, rich voice rang out 


~~ "Who are you, child ?” asked Miss Priscilla, with her 
smile that charmed. 
. He kept bis grave eyes on hers. 

“Pm Ronald,” he said simply. 

A slight uneasiness crept over Miss Priscilla, an odd 
“<gansation of rising out of herself. Often, of late, she had 
-hàd sinking spells; she ought to reach out her hand now 
and touch the bell that would summon Lucy and send the 
‘child away. But somehow she couldn’t. 

2 She smiled again, in her most magnetic manner, and 

‘field out both hands to the little stranger. I was an invita- 
tion for him to come close and stand between her knees, a 
„rare favour that all the children coveted. But the boy 
shrank away from her, a surprised look in his tragic eyes. 

` Miss Priscilla understood ; he was not used to caresses. 
“Tell me a story P’ he said eagerly. “A story like you 
old the others, full of fightin’ and pirates and gold I” 
=. Again the invalid was swept with that unreal feeling of 
eaving her body behind, of soaring airily into the warm 
fragrant atmosphere. She closed her eyés and summoned 
strength from the depths of her delicate being. 

7 When she looked again the boy was sitting on the grass, 

F five feet away, stin $ xing her with his honierg gaze. 
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het, he’stood, pale and slender, in the shadow of a lilac bush. 


in the- Street., 
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almost like the picture in the window next door. 
when an inquisitive butterfly fluttered its golden wings 
fore his face, he did not move, but continued to look loiig: 
ingly at Miss Priscila. 

“A story——quick !? he implored. “Mother wouldn’'ti 
tell mé any. She said they teach buys to lie. If you doiig 
know a fightin’ one, tell me about giants and princesses we 

Miss Priscilla shrugged out of the blanket of weakt 3 
that seemed to envelope her. 

The boy needed her: the look in his eyes tugged atilig 
heart. So, in her most charming manner, she told hima 
extemporancous pirate story, drawing her inspiration from 
the boy's own face, now almost luminous with cxcitempa 
in the shadows of dusk. Fle listened like one entranced, _ 

When she finished, he let a little breath of pleasiy: 
whistle through his lips. J 

“Oh, thank you!’ he cried. ‘That was awful nii 
and PH come again, please ma’am—may I?’ Iis voiee 
soared pleadingly. i 

“Indeed you may !” 

As silent as one of the swiftly deepening shaduws 
stole down with the southern night, the child vanish 
through the hedge between the two gardens. 

When Lucy appeared she asked, ‘Whom were you tal 
ing to, dear ?” 

“A child—a queer, grown-up little fellow whose moti 
needs some plain talk. The unforgivable sin, Lucy, is fo 
cheat a boy of his childhood. And maybe—” even in the 
dusk the nurse saw the flash in her eyes—‘‘maybe the. sets 
vice for which I wait lies here !” E 

“Yes?! Yes!” Lucy soothed, her hand feeling he 
pulse in the slender wrist. “I didn’t see the child; I gues 
he slipped away. Now, dearest, don’t let them tire you'st 
again. JT must give you the heart medicine to-night,’ 


Perhaps the drug Lucy gave her was too stimulati 
for Miss Priscilla could not sleep. She lay watching-the 
wind stir tke ruffled curtains at the window, while gi. 
breathed deeply the fragrance of the evening-scented stocks 
that grew in a box on the.sill. There, between the soft, cool 
sheets, with the round moon washing her room with silva, 
and a tree frog chirruping in the shrubbery, she was happy: 
thrilled with expectation. She lay awake planning storië 
that would bring joy leaping to little Ronald’s hungry ey& 

Her bedroom faced the grey house next door. Sui 
denly lights flared on in the room directly across from iit, 
window. The curtains and shades had not yet been hug, 
and she could see that the room was a nursery. ’ By ‘fit 
little empty bed knelt the pale woman in black. She was 
praying—praying and crying with deep sobs that shook hie 
slender body. Her arms reached out and passionately 
hugged the pillow. Her long black hair poured over 
shoulders and splashed the white counterpane with dai 
quivering pools. 

“Now el: know!’ whispered Miss Priscilla. ‘She: an 
lost a child; and she is so torn with grief that she neglect 
the boy that is left to her. Poor little fellow!’ Her wordi 
drifted into a prayer: “Lord, if this be my mission, show 
me the way.” 

Even before her plea was ended she saw Ronald cr 
the room to his mother, and, after watching her timidl 
a-moment, slip his arm round her neck. The mother 
not notice him, did not move from her posture of grief. 

A man came into the room, tall, distinguished, yout 
ful. Ee went to the woman and nee her to her feet, je 
ing- her to a chair by the window. ; 

“Estele? The south wind brought the words cleat! 
to the invalid across the way. ‘“‘You’re killing yourself 
and me. You have nothing to regret. You were a goo 
mother—too good! And each of us who has lost. a de 
one can, if he tries, torture himself with some memory 
unkindness or neglect. Lets go down.” i 

He almost carried her from the room, kissing h 
they went. ~ 

Miss Priscilla felt so well the next morning that ale 
‘insisted upon having her breakfast on the south terrat : 
instead of in bed, as usual. Then she went into the gardai 
risking an early siege of the children by sitting on the shade 
front lawn, while she wetehed a game of marbles goin an 


AA 


him once, for on one side was a chipped spot, the mark OE as 
a sharp blow. And, looking from the boy’s face to the’ `- 
white chernb in the red marble, Miss Priscilla improvised a 
fascinating legend. 

When she had finished Ronald took the marble rever- 
ently. + 
K Eg , If Pd known that, I wouldn’t have wanted to break it. £00" 
And you’)! be sure to tell mother that I love her ?” ae a 
paused at the hedge. oS 

“Yes, dear, PH make your mother understand.” 

After that Ronald came every day when the obher chil- 
dren had left, and bogged for a story. 

Lucy scolded in her gentle, half-teasing manner. “e 
he’d only come with the others! One sct of storios ought 
to do for all.” à 
“But I love this quiet hour with him. It’s good for us, > 
both.” T Pe ae 
Lucy’s lips set firmly. ‘Someone ought to cure him! s 
of his abnormal shyness. He slips around like a shadow. 
During all the time he’s been coming here, I’ve never really 
seen him. I thought I caught sight of him onco at dusk,’ 
stealing around the bluebell bed as though the flowers ` 
bewitched him.” ae 

“They do.” Miss Priscilla, more alert, sat up gud- ` oe 
denly. “It’s a poem to watch him in the garden. He "> 
comes over sometimes at night, when he should be in bod. 
Pve seen him from my window.” ; 

Lucy was visibly shocked: “His mother must bo, 
dreadfully negligent.” 

“The poor woman is grieving ber heart oub over the logs : 
of another child, And Lucy’—the invalid’s blue eyes were 
two sudden flames—‘‘if I could do something to help then 
both—the lonely, neglected child and the mother who seems yot 
to be consumed with remorse for some sternness of hers to 
the child that died. If I could help them, Pa fold, my 
hands happily—and go to sleep.” 

“You can help us all best by living as long as you can,” 
said*Lucy, kissing the pale, blue-veined hand. 

The new neighbours had not called on Miss Priscilla ake 
although the invalid had left cards at the door, through | 
Lucy. But Miss Priscilla readily forgave this su 
breach of old-fashioned southern etiquette ; the mother, she; 
knew, was still in the first pain of her mourning. j 
too, Miss Priscilla wished time to ripen the friendship. be: 
tween her and Ronald before she met his mother. 

Soon Miss Priscilla came to the conclusion that Ronald’s > 
mother was a fanatic on modern methods of child-rearing 
According to her theories fairy stories and the Santa Clau: 
myth taught children to lies germs should be avoided at thi 
expense of fun, meals were mathematical problems of. vita: 
mins and calories, and every misdeed had its own calcu 
lated punsibment. 

But always, after Ronald had discussed his mother with: 
Miss Priscilla, he insisted: “She doesn’t know how I love 
her.” AE 

“She will some day,” assured the gentle invalid. i 

“After you tell her.” And he gave her a. peculiar char 
ing smile that went through her-veins like a stimulant. 

When he came, at the end‘of the day, Miss Priscilla was 
always tired and faint ; _$et she never refused his plea’ fox 
stories. He was suc} an odd child, such a quaint, old 
infant, with the heart of a six-year-old and the haunting eyes 
of aman who has‘seen more than he should. He was unlike 
all the other children that frequented the garden. He never 
caressed her, or touched her, or even approached nearer than” i 
five fect. He came unexpectedly,, usually w hile her ey. 
were closéd with pain and weariness, and, after his craving 
for. stories had been satisfied, he went away, as quietly: ‘aS 
he had come. 

His only toy was his red marble, which ig kept with; 
constantly. Nearly always, while he sat by Miss Priscilla, 
he played with it, sedately, engrossed with the illusion of the 
cheru’’ s fluttering wings as the marble was rotated. 

Sesia. after the story-telling, he lingered in t 
zaria to:pick flowers or-to chase fireflies. Aud when 
came`time for him to go back home, his little shoul 
emed to droop. with, y weary resignagion fand ‘he han; 


When the game was at its merriest a small, slender, 
uited figure came from the grey house next door and 
n the kerb, just beyond the group of boys. It was 
He wore a sailor suit trimmed with blue, starched 
Pan smooth and spotless. ‘Ihe other youngsters were bare- 
Hooted and hilariously besmirched and tousled. At first, he 
rely contemplated the players, his pale, slender hands 
his white-trousered knees. Miss Priscilla could see the 
tig: dark eyes drinking in every move of the boys. 
E “owhy don’t they ask the shy little thing to join them?” 
Bibreathed. “How early in life folks earn selfishness !” 
Presently the boy reached deep into a pocket and drew 
‘something which he held up against the sunlight, sur- 
vyeying it with one eye cocked. It looked like a large red 
fmarble, uncommonly briliant. He began an elaborate 
bol with the flashing sphere, prompted by a timid 
Ws silent braggadocia. We juggled it, throwing it high 
ith one hand and catching it with the other, sometimes 
: aternating by letting it fall into his mouth. And all the 
| “while he cast surreptitious glances at the boys, to see if they 
vee watching him. But they were not. ‘They noticed 
himno more than if he were the slender young sapling that 
grew by the kerb. 

"le wants to play!’ murmured Miss Priscilla, pity- 
“FHe’s out of it somehow. I must speak to the 


‘She beckoned Ronald to come to her. She saw him leap 
up and start joyfully. But the next moment she fainted, 
‘suddenly and without warning. Such spells were so fre- 

i herit now that if they escaped the nurse’s observation Miss 
Priscilla did not tell her, for Lucy would require her to rest 

“bed—she who would soon rest forever, away from the 
rden and the children who grew daily dearer to her. 
‘When she recovered consciousness, Ronald was no- 
a Were about, nor did she see him again until nearly dusk, 
alter the other children had heard her stories and trooped 
over the garden wall to their homes. He came unexpec- 
uy, just as he had done the previous day. She had 
dlesed her eyos for a moment, and when she opened them 
hé was there, on the grass near her chair, waiting. 

*-"Good afternoon!” she cried gaily. “Are you hunt- 

‘for a story ?” 

:The boy nodded gravely. He still wore the white 

r suit, as spotless and unwrinkled as ip had.been hours 

re. 

“But tell me, first, why you didn’t play with the other 

his morning. I saw you watching their game.” 

“I mustn’t get dirty.” His voice was flat with patience. 

ther hates germs. But I have a pretty marble. See!” 

In his small palm he exhibited the’red marble. It was 

f thade of clear, crystalline glass, as transparent as red wine, 

its ruddy core was the head of a tiny white cherub, with 

: Out-flung wings which seemed to flutter fantastically when 

fthe:marble was spun. 

“It’s not to be played with, of course.” His voice was 

9 erwise for a child of six. “It came from Czecho-Slovakia, 

nd it’s a present from’my uncle,” The curious foreign 

e did not even trip his tongue. An unexpected impish 

ht flew to his grave eyes as he added: - “Mother would 

very angry if I broke it, open to see how. they put the 
gel in and what makes its wings fly.” 

Miss Priscilla laughed. "Andit w ould be great fun to 

i We k it open, wouldn’t it? If I were mother, I believe I’d 


“No you wouldn’t,” he said wearily. Then, after a 
lise he went on: “But I love mother very much. Will 
i tell her some day ?” - . diene 
‘That you love hber?” 

“Yes, please.” 

t But why ‘don’t you tell ber ?” 

“She won’t listen. She's too sad.” 

is little face had an age-old expression which wade the 
Va lid yearn toward him with, pity. oe mother—and 
Podr baby! Yes, Ronald, PH tell her.’ $ 

: The old look fled, and the childisbness came’ 'baðk to his 
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-hë doctors came every day now, two of them. There was 
a night nurse. Some days Miss Priscilla could not 
go into the garden. She grieved, then, because she 


over: Ae 
ite aoe permitted to come. d hie them all away— 
i but Ronald. 


Miss Pree sone wondered why Lacy ignored 


a and now that he had the gaden to himself he some- 


imés remained for kouis par by the mag Pusl; silent pad 


Priscilla See that his R giess was the 
Oh-why the nurse allowed him to come; Lucy was 
robably not even aware of his presence. 
One day, before leaving her at dusk, Ronald handed 
-Miss Priscilla the red marble. ‘I’m going to give it tu you. 
like it very much, but I want you to have it.” 
a “Nol? protested Miss Prisca. “Its vour only play- 
thing, and you Jove it. Keep it.” 
“Ves, and that’s why you-must take it.” 
Before she could protest further he was gone. Then 
“something unfortunate happened; Miss Priscilla dropped 
Be marble. It rolled from her lap into the grass. Even 
acy, who answered her ring, could not find it. 
‘We'll find it to-morrow when we have more light,” 
said“the girl cheerfully. 
But the marble seemingly had disapperaed. 
_ For two full days the invalid could not leave her bed. 
nthe third afternoon, the cool golden sequel toa rainy 
moming, Lucy listened to her pleading and wheeled her 
Out into’ the garden. i 
-The world looked somehow strange to- day. Never 
fore had there been such tranquillity in the garden, such 
“sunlight that spread golden carpets along the paths and 
hung spangled tapestries among the damp shrubs and trees. 
= But the strangeness was not in the peace that poured from 
the sweet, rain-washed air, nov in the yellow sunlight that 
ilded heaven and earth with a Midas touch; it was in the 
ished and holy sense of waiting that lay over the entire 
=feene—like the dramatic pause before some stupendous 
cline: That was Miss Priscilla’s thought as she too waited, 
hér-ears strained to'the sounds: among the grass and leaves, 
her eyes drooping with dreams. zt 
` Lucy kept coming to her every little while, and Miss 
xriscilla tried to dispel the girls anxiety by simulating new 
strength and alertness. 
Then Lucy een once more and said: ‘Do you feel 
2 The new neighbour 
ext door wants to see woe 
: “Yes! Let him come,” said Miss Priscilla eagerly. 
But it was not Ronald who came to her; it was his 
. As usual, she was gowned ‘in black. 
~= “Pye wanted to talk to „you ever since L first saw you 


the e said ae amother;: Reports: re kiss “Miss 


s ae 


the one of ae service was come. ‘Phe oy of it 


owered her, sang through her frail body and pressed ` 


4 ound her fluttering heart. 
pward the other. 


‘She reached a trembling hand 


Found it—alter searching 


ns OG God! Ive found it! 
y “Iit 


pe ia her cupped pa ployed the reg marble. 


>No! He brought it here.’ 
2 Who: pen » he, Pothen tbrust her face close to the 
akening voice. $ : ; $ 
Paoul 


i after 
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with a thoughtful. “And he syi 
that the spanking vou gave him the day of the accdg 
when he tried to break the red marble—that spankin 
gave bim dad—not—hurt.” 

“You saw him—my baby?” 
garden iHuminated the mother’s face and dark 
so hke Ronald’s. “You say you saw my darling, and 
he told you that?” 

Miss Priscilla smiled and roddci weakly. f 

“But that can't be! Dort vou know—haven’t the 
told you what happened one year ago to-day 2" 

“He here Miss Priscilla’s voice 
triumphantly. i 

For one long moment the mother’s cestatic eyes 
her deep, saintly look, before the invalid’s tired eyed 
fluttered down, gentle as the fall of the crepe myrtle petal 

And as the frail body collapsed inertly among the pip 
lows the mother heard a whisper, low as the chant of 
wind harp in the tree: “He loves you—and 1—] amy 
peace !’-—From “Giosr STORIES.” 2 


o AS a 


The pale light i 
now 


is now p? rang 


The Spirit of Christmas. 
By Lity BEECHAM. 


Mosr Christian countries celebrate Christmas a 
anniversary of the birth of Jesus Christ, and as a season 
peace and goodwill. 

Although we, as Spiritualists, feel-that Jesus did: 
come as a Saviour in the way the orthodox churches ir 
pret the word “ Saviour, we are convinced that he ca 
point the way to higher things, and to teach us to und 
stand our psychic selves. 

Jesus Christ was one ef the greatest mediators -@ 
psychics we have ever known. He certainly practised wat 
he preached. If every member of our Spiritualist chur 
lived daily up to the principles of Spiritualism—which 
after all, the principles of Christ—what a wonderful maiz 
festation of Jove and peace would be brought about !. 
men would be brothers and live in peace and harmon 
Life would take on a new aspect. 

The Bible teems with instances of psychics Who well 
about trying to convince the people of the love of God, ang 
the power of the Holy Spirit. But then, as now, there 
the doubting Thomas. For example: When Jerus 
received not the message, Jesus said, “ O, Jerusalem,. 


her brood under her. wings, and ye would not.” So 
to-day. The angels come with their mission to fulfil, 
are .rejected: time and again, and their messages pi 
poohed, as imaginings of self-deluded minds. It is indé 
hard to convince the sceptic, but it can be done, and 
worth an effort. We can show them, by living our live 
according to our principles, and following out the messagg 
that are brought’to us from time to time, that spirit ret 
is no mere. hallucination, but a real and glorious fact, 
Saul of Tarsus was sceptical and antagonistic to tbe, 
divine truth, but when on bis way to Damascus to persecui 
the Christians be saw a vision and also heard the voice fr 
above speaking to him, and telling him it was wron 
“fight against the truth. : É 


ae page Foip CELEBRA ATION. 


s. His Arci a from ne like a garme 
and ‘Sanl ot “Tarsus: afterwards became St. Paul, the dis 
“who. became, the ‘great pillar of the young Chr 
churches, and carried. the new gospel to the Gentiles. ~ 
The mission of Jesus was to tell us of life inmmortal?a 
he came--back after death to prove to mankind th: 
so- -called death, was a great truth. ‘He return 


Tt RO ylar mind. ` Sir Oliver Lodge’s latest book, ‘Phantom 
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The individua] who presents books with a Spivitualisbic” 
touch at Christmas is doing something more than merely . 
“ giving presents.” He is very considerably helping the 
movement and, incidentally, furthering the truth of spirit, 
persistence and the possibilit y of return,—J.L. ie ons 

Norr.——Some of tho prices of the books ree ommendéd 
are not those at which they were originally published, bub 
are reduced figures offered by ‘This Two Worips, in ordér 
to clear stock, and to assist in the work of propaganda.— lp 


hg ‘May we remember, then, as Christmas time comes round 
n, that as we celebrate the birth of Christ we are also 
ebrating the birth of the glorious doctrine of the soul’s 
If we attune ourselves to the higher vibra- 


homes, for our loved ones are round about us whether 
realise it or not. If we “ tunein” we shall know and 


Be 
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Selected Poetry. 


THIS VILLAGE CHURCHYARD. 


Gifts Which Will Last. 


SOME BOOKS FOR CHRISTMAS. 


kre fall green grasses wave 

Above cach narrow grave, 
And here and there a bunch of fading flowers 

Deck the last earthly bed 

Of the beloved dead 

Whose souls inhabit fairer 


” 


Tis question, ‘ What shall I give this Christmas ? 
Faison our lips again, for the problem of the ideal Christmas 
bait has always been an acute one. All sorts of presents 
áve been originated, and we have in the past frequently 
given gifts which, althongh perhaps novel and original, 
asted little practical value. 

. The tendency to-day is decidedly to give Xmas presents 
hich ave useful. But there is another type of gift which 
has hardly received quite the consideration it merits. It is 
hie present that wil make people think. Books, in this 
pect, are unparalleled. They open up numerous channels 
mental and physical investigation, and if they are GooD 


worlds than ours. 


Softly the sunlight falls 
Over the moss-gvown walls 
Isnelosing Ghis calm plot of hallowed ground, 
And round the tower high 
The summer breezes sigh Bes 
And mingle with the organ's solumn sound. 


Sos 


The ancient, single bell 
That rung the passing knell 
OF humble villager and wealthy lord, 
Each Sunday through the year 
Still rings its call to prayer 
And sweet communion at Ghe sacred board. 


eaders. 
Some suggestions as to books specially suitable for 
“ Guidance from 


How often, as a boy. 

Have ! in careless joy ; 

Romped through this churchyard, playing hide-ai 

seek, Lone 

Or later, wiser grown, ys 
Touched the memorial stone 

Of one who was't iny comrade of a week.” 


g Sir Edward Marshall Hall, K.C. ‘Those who are only 

Z just. becoming interested in Spiritualism would greatly 
Heappreciate these volumes, for they contain much information 

find enlightenment on elementary psychical problems. 

there ave 371 pages in all. 

Ghost stories are always acceptable at Christmas time, 

d however crude they may be in their psychical make-up, 


Now many years have sped 
Over my greying head . 
Since last L trod these old familiar ways, 
And memory, sad yet sweet, 
Has turned my wandering fect 
Back to the playground of my. boyhood's days 


A playground! Yea in truth, 

We in our bounding youth, as 
Breathing the joy of living with each breath— pee 

Careless and wild and free, R; 

Thoughtless young sinners we, : 

What thought we uf the sacredness of death ? 


oe the question, “Is there really anything in it?” 
T. Stead’s collection of “ Real Ghost Stories ”. (Stead’s, 
256 2s. 6d.) is almost too well known to mention in 
fithis Sige Sac s ae Ghost Stories ” (London Pub- 


«When, after many years, 
We gaze through blinding tears 
Upon the grave of some beloved friend, 
flow sweet it is to know 
That “he who rests below” 
Hlas but attained earth’s (fleeting journey’s end. 


found Dead ” (Jenkins, 255 pp.), both published at 8s. Gd. 
hese also can be recommended with confidence. 


» ‘The “thinker ” will find his wants catered for in W. TW. | “ te who rests below”! ire ig’ 
’s latest book called “ r Lilies ” (GreaterWorla: | Reaxutriend, it is not so. BoB TS oe pag 
tina's latest Dook called galiar dig eo eee “Tis but an empty casket a here. ‘ 


132 pp., 4s. 6d.) ‘The God in You” (Rider, 125 pp., 
As, 6d.) will also serve similarly minded ‘readers; ‘ji 
= A novel gift would be ‘Amy B. Barnard’ s “ Mind and 
Biain ” (Fowler, 288 pp., 7s. 6d.), which serves as an intro- 
A and text book to the study of phrenology: ` There 
até plates included, which amply iWustrate.and clarify the 
eral text of the volume. 


You bave but goné a puce 

Beyond this lovely place, 4 
To one more lovely :°- shall see you there. 

Su as fond memory : 

Reealls the days. when we . 3 
Played round: the spot where now your body. 

1 breathe a thankful Player “ 


Por evidence of human survival, Dennis Bradley’s | To God, for other-where ; i ee 
“J know we'll meet again ’neath’ fairer “skies: 


fowards the Stars’ and “ The Wisdom of the Gods” Ee Sieg z 


haurie, 3s. 6d. each) are unparalleled. in their appeal to the. | i ; ee 
: PRoGKESS.—Science i is ever: adding tö ‘the sup 


‘man. It brings forti continually new revelationi 
power a maiyellous a paabiutios that die NDB 


32 (Hodder and Stoughton, 251 -pp.,°5s. ) will suit“ the 
Ore ‘advanced ° ‘inquirer, Conan Doyle's “ Our African 
Anter ” (Murray, 289 pp. n Ts. 6d2) Gin "be read by everyone 
“interest. It is racily written, and will‘ holde? its: 
ers by its, cheery. style and sequence. 

One booklet, “ Brave: Words About, Death,” ‘may bé 
ioned specially in conclusion. It consists: of selections 
the works of the immortal‘ sf CR. LS. SA kouna in reet 


anid the Shins of e's song aning a 
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The Kiss in the Dark. 


A TRUE STORY OF A STRANGE WARNING THAT 
SAVED EIGHT LIVES. 


By Rose BYRON. 


- Wr slept soundly that HIRDE We were a inte family, 


ee shelter of the roof-tree. My two eldest sons solent in 


x he bedroom at the far end of the upstairs hallway, 
daughters occupied the middle room, sharing it with the 

ittle boy who had been the baby for so long, and who slum- 
“bered cosily in his cot near them. My husband and J were 


leeping in the front room, and our new baby was snuggled 
x 


and my 


exi “between us. 


te How calmly we slept, while danger crept upon us! 
“Not one-of us felt the shadow of impending tragedy. We 
Jiyed 4 in a quiet little town, and it was hardly necessary even 
0 lock the doors. 
‘Some time after midnight I awakened partially and 
to: gee if my baby was all safe and well. Then I dropped 
sleep again. 
low much time passed 1 do not know—but suddenly 
I: ‘heard someone whisper softly into my ear: “Get up— 
2” “quick I” 
+” T felt too sleepy to move, and dropped into unconscious- 
ness again. I do not know how many times the words were 
répeated, but Ll gradually became aware that they were 
b ing said over and over. 
n Auhen I felt a soft kiss and heard the words again. Still 
T-could not arouse myself enough to get up. 

“Suddenly I realised that a man’s lips were pressed 
Oséely against my check. T could feel his beard plainly. 
“I put out my hand—and touched the wall near my 

e'l 

As the kind voice spoke again, I sat up in bed, trying 

ha. d to get my eyes open. The room was dark and silent, 

ad: everything seemed to be quite normal. I decided that 
Had been dreaming, and fell back on the pillow again. 

Then all at once I heard the voice say sternly: “Get 

out-of bed > There could be no mistake about it this time. 

‘I got up and stood sleepily at the foot of the bed, won- 


into the hall. I went out; still ee Bait awake, and felt 
kindly hand on my shoulder that kept me moving down 

o hall. 
¿Phen I saw what 1 had not noticed before. 
2% bright light in the room where the boys slept! 
Startled by it, I went quickly to the room. Standing 
Fon he threshold: I saw that one of the boys had been study- 


There was 


essons-in bed, and-had dropped asleep without, turning, 


-off.the large student lamp’ on. the stand, nearby." The alarm 
ticked noisily away, the hands pointing to a quarter 
ee. 

s I stood watching him, my son threw his arm. out 
er the table, knocking the lamp over. I leaped forward 
fe was dreaming. of some work he wanted to do, he 
dime; when I awakened him. He was greatly surprised 


eal: Sie a cenit there at me in the momin 


Ehighly E eee any oi us vould liave Deen. 
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He had worn a soft, full beard with which he used to 
me as long as he lived. 

I hope that he was able to look deep into our grate! 
hearts that night when he came back to save the lives 
eight of us—-‘* GHOST STORIES.” 


= 
The Christmas Festival. 


Cnisrmas is coming; the time for celebrating th 
advent of Him who came to establish Peace, Kindness a 
Goodwill upon this earth! Our annual epidemic of sp 
modic altruism is at hand, and we shall soon be bus / 
engaged in manifesting our desire to lessen the suffering, 
or promote the happiness of others! 

Our hearts are inclined to beat true to the ideal sug 
gested by this festival, but our spiritual perception hai 
become dimmed, and we do not apprehend the tragic pat) 
of many things that are taking piace in our midst, or real 
the logical limitations of our benevolence and our com: 
passion. Ought we not, in these days of progressive thoug, 
to consider whether our prevalent methods of celebratin 
the incarnation of the Messiah are not, in some respects}, 
as irrational and incongruous as are our conventional co 
ceptions concerning his message and life-work ? 

He came to deliver the world from transgression and 
suffering by-proclaiming the supremacy of love, and they 
divinity of life, by exalting mercy and spirituality, and the}; 
efficacy of obedience to God’s laws of health (on all planes) 
Yet the anniversary of his birth is signified by obtrusive: | 
manifestations of our disregard of the Creator's intent 
that we should eat of the fruits of the earth and exist agi 
NON-CARNIVOROUS beings. Such intention is clearly evidi 
enced by our physical structure, yet we inflict needless paini 
and death upon millions of THis creatures, in order that theirs: 
corpses may constitute an unnatural banquet at this festival’ 

fle cameéto preach Peace—to, herald a golden age when 
AMITY shall reign in place of pxMiry, and the groaning: off, 
creation shall cease. Yet his professed followers make ruth-% 
less war upon almost every sub-human race which cannot”. 
escape their murderous hands. Instead of manifesting kin 3 
ness towards their earth-matea, they regard it as their pre: 
rogative to exploit and rob and kill any fellow-mamm | 
whose shape, or mode of mental communication, happens 
to differ from their own. ‘Thus they uphold the barbar 
doctrine taught by ‘certain modern Huns—that might 
transcends vight, and that the strong may trample upon’ 
the weak: | 

specially is this so at Christmastide. Without pausing: | 
to consider whether these less fortunate inhabitants of o 
planet—who were apparently in possession before man camel 
to share their tenancy—can feel pain, and suffer like ours 
selves, or whether they possess any rights as anaient and? i 
intelligent beings,.they murder them with callous indiffe 
ence and heartlessness> ` 

From every part of the world, during the. coming wee 
will vast numbers of these victims of human tyranny be? 
conveyed by cattle boat and train to the centres of “ Chris-& a 
tian ” civilisation. - At many of our ‘f model abattoirs,” as- 
well as at our innumerable private slaughter-houses, the: 
animals who are condemned to be butchered in order ‘to 
make a Christian holiday, will literally quake with fearful’ 
anticipation as they see their companions takén from their 
side, one by one, and dragged to a cruel death ak the Handi 3 
of overworked executioners. . 

These -barbarities will be the pr climinari ies to the Ohrist- 
mas celebration. Thèse bloody sacrifices which so disgrac 
our religion and our humanity, and which are offered up on 


. the unholy altar of degenerate human appetite—the modern 


Moloch—will involve the death ‘of millions of sentient 
victims, who love their lives and dread the knife just as w 
do, but. who are massacred. to provide unnatural and ‘in: 
jurious food for- devotees who will throng our churches on 
Christmas morning and sing w cith, thoughtlees sentiments ity: 


“ Peace on cath and mercy mild, 
God and Sinners reconciled.” s 


tmas “ festivities”; to watch with”complacence® the 
ible scenes enacted in the slaughter-yards of Ohicago 
Kansas and London, and a thousand other cities and 
ms throughout Christendom ; to share the hilarity of the 
ping crowds of ghoulish human beings who perambulate 
tthe streets of our provincial towns, when the frightful 
ighter is over and the butchers’ shops are crammed with 
¿laden carcases which have been hideously decorated 
vith garlands and flags—feasting in anticipation upon the 
pes displayed, and stari ing with imbecile pleasure at the 
ht of it all. 

Surely the measure of mental and spiritual delusion 
ich enables us to consider such a celebration as this to be 
ceptable to the God of Love, and in harmony with the 
q real spirit of Christianity, might also justify the decoration 
our churches with the mortal remains of slaughtered 
Animals, Why, from any sense of aesthetic squeamishness 
r religiosity, stop short at mere holly and mistletoe ? Is 
he living temple of the spirit less sacred than that con- 
tructed of inanimate stone? Or is the former dedicated 
idol worship and only the latter to God ? 

—Srprey WT. BEARD. 


— a 
Camilla’s Gifts. 


By W. Gro. Winsrrar. 

CAMILLA CARMICHAEL was not a particulawly handsome 
gil, but tall and strong, of a long-lived family on her 
ather’s side. She possessed a vigorous and sound constitu- 
‘tion. Camilla was extremely fond of sport, full of energy 
Zand resourcefulness,-yet free from selfishness. Her motto 
ayas “Crowd your life with divinest service.” She had 
layed a splendid part in the great European war, putting 
eart into the circle of men with.whom she had to do—a. 
i t“ healthful friend. If she had remarkable psychic forces, she 
as always practical and ulways physically fit. 

Camilla, strolling along the embankment on a dark 
ight, became conscious that a young fellow was about to 
ommit suicide by throwing himself into the river. She 
moved silently, and in the very act of desperation pulled 
shim back, redeeming his life from destruction. Then she 
ut some of her strong, hopeful, healthful personality into 
him, imparting a forceful taste of her mind as to moral 
owardice. ‘You can’t end life,” she said. ‘You must 
how your manhood, and face it here and hereafter. Count 
e- among your friends.” He never saw her again, but 
-,bhere was an occasional correspondence. He returned to 
Re “his wife and family. 

Camilla’s life was full of remarkable things. She was 
isiting her Aunt Fordham. Jane Fordham had been an 
nergetic chapel-goer for many yeurs, thus spending her 
ime and money. She was not of the narrow school of 
onconformity. Her views. were benevolent. . She did not 
ing her beliefs into others’ faces. * People respected her. 
hen it happened that a new pasto come’ to ‘the. chapel, 
astor Greenleaf Gregory.. Eis was the old theology.’ „He 
nquired of Jane Fordham if she liad ‘been’ converted, pro- 
erly saved. It'was a difficult question to answer. die, 
nsidered her. standing in the church and the “kingdom” 
oubtful. Jane was a. conscientious. benevolent, noble 
ninded woman, and felt greatly hurt. In intention she 
iad served the Christ. Her withdrawal from the chapel— 
t-was too uncomfortable.to remain—proved a terrible grief 
‘her, it unnerved her. : 
“Then ‘Jane’s health completely failed. Her medical 
I _. It was a mental rather 
han a physical complaint. Hers had always been a bright, 
opeful disposition. The lamp of hope suddenly burnt 
im; vigour of life fled, there was a breaking up of the con-. 
From that 
God renewed in her a brave 
art. Thee „WaS a jine wave of optimism, a final com- 
le te recovery. ‘She connected herself with a ‘broader reli- 
ous organisation. It, was the work of Camilla. She had. 
aR strong, | buoyant personality, and brought newness 
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Jeaf Gregory. 


A E E <1 oe ay oe 
Camilla was a healer. She could not say exactly how’ ; 
she healed, or how’ she watched over people, or why she 
became their guardian angel. yet it was so. She had been 
an angel to the lads at the war front. “1 thought about 
those boys individually, every day at a certain time. I 
centred my mind on their special and peculiar welfare, for- 
their health. happiness, and return. They all came home. 
safely, every individual of my circle.” That’s what she 
told a friend. 
Camillas friends—some them—were inclined to oa 
smile at her psychic gifts; but it was found she wonderfully®. ; 
anticipated events, perceived things coming for goad or ill, 


of 


generally for good. Tt was really remarkable. Camilla 
studied medicine. Study came easy to her. She had a 
strong, capable, intellectual type of brain. “I ought to- 


a 


she said. 
Camilla met the new chapel pastor, Areon: ‘ 
He interested and amused her. There was 
something very quaint about these out-of-date theologians 
Camilla was psychic, yet intellectual, She was half angry 
too; she would use the mental whip. Fler reading was far 
wider than Gregory’s. He was shocked. 'The girl soemed:- 
to him hopelessly lost. | This was not the end. Camilla had 
gone to the seaside for a brief holiday. She entertained: » 1, 
some children with donkey vides. She was fond- of tho = $ 
donkeys as well as the childven. ‘Then she strolled among ~ 
the people on the beach, and used her critical and humorous 


have been a man, 
By chance 


faculties. Tt scemed ineredible.. She spotted Pastor Gy 
leaf Gregory fast or partially asleep. Ih was really! 
funny. She laughed within herself.’ ‘Then approaching: 


quietly she hypnotised him, and suggested-——not that -h 
was a great big donkey, as she felt inclined—but ideas for 
a broader, nobler outlook. A little time after this Gregory 
enlarged his theology. His soul broadened out. Camila% 
had played a bigger part than he was aware of. She had’ : 
lifted his spiritual ideas. 

Camilla Carmichael crowded her life withfinteresting 
things—intellectual and psychic—but she always made +a 
point of keeping herself physically fit. 


m 


Patriotism. 


By Eva C. DEAN. 
Tur word patriotism is usually associated with y 
A Trench statesman seems to suggest that patriotism isthe: 
cause of war. When an injustice is committed, and, ‘Gover i 
“ments are endeavouring to fight the wrong, a waye, 
š EE a as the chuntiy, bimemg eOlanivaots to: eo 


abort the futility of war. 
A Goman priti has published a DA ms All Quie 


that they were acting for the best, but the youth co 
that they were let apn badly. 


hence the v will have “ao neal for the last war: 
idea ‘being: that, he possesses a fighting roe and will 
it for war. 

If we are to esca pe > the effects of war, we T 
the cause. If patriotism and a fighting spirit is the: cais 
then we must divert it from: destruction to construgti 
H patriotism means love of country, then all people.sho 
so love their countr y that they will not degrade it by. aay 
with another. 


spirit. f FAs evolution tends to an üpward rade: we: 
strive, ‘Howards, a goal, of perfection, in- which we: 
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- - fight all that is impure, to overcome sin and disease and its 
attributes, poverty and crime. 
There is a ercat deal of talk about International Peace. 
The League of Nations has helped to pave the way. and the 
Prime Minister is desirous to bring about this state. that. all 
nations may be on amicable terms. As this is vitally im- 
portant, what is the attitude of the British Spiritualists’ 
> Lyceum Union? How does it teach its youth ’ In the 
“Lyceum Manual.” in the Golden Chain Recitation on 
; “Brotherhood.” the conductor finishes with these words : 
"Ever hold in remembrance this talismanic sentiment, 
“making ita part of vour being: My country is the universe ; 
toy home is the world : my religion to do good: my heaven 
rherever a human heart beats in harmony with mine ` 
"(Thomas Paine). It also teaches the nature of man, that 
‘he is a trinity in unity—spirit. spirit body and earthly body. 
~ It teaches their functions and the kingdoms of nature. 
-The Lyceum is the school of a Hberal and harmonious 
education. Its object is the unfoldment of the faculties in 
their due order and degree.‘ It has a twofold aspect—the 
physical and mental; the physical. by a series of calisthenics 
arranged so as to exercise various portions of the body ; 
he mental-advancement, by such instruction as calls forth 
hé powers of the pupils through judicious information and 
"careful discussion. Its outstanding feature is its compre- 
e-hensivencss, variety and tolerance, and its perfect accord- 
ance with the laws of nature. Tt teaches a religion of reason, 
~ beauty, truth and goodness. Its aim is the spiritual, moral 
“and intellectual elevation of its members, ‘and through 
. them of the world at large. It bas ten laws of right :— 
1.+Manifest temperance in all, things. 
2.—Give justice to all creatures. 
3.—Slhow gentleness in speech and act. 
i 4,—Speak truth in every word or thought spoken or 
- acted. 
ad 5.—Exercise charity in thought. striving to excuse the 
‘ot. failings of others. Fe 
A k 6.—In almsgiving, be generous. lf 
cB '7.— Exhibit self-sacrifice at all times. 
EE 8.—Be temperate, yet firm, in defence of our views of 
t: 
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9.— Display industry in following any calling we mg 
be engaged in. ; 

10.-—Manifest: Love--above and beyond all. 

This teaching should tend to make useful and g 
citizens. and should not in any way be handicapped} 
obsolete laws as the Vagrancy Act. HM the Prime Minis 
desires International Peace. Spiritualism is an aid, as}Ì 
thinks universally for the Fatherhood of God and th 
Brotherhood of Man. i 


A 


THEREFORE, | cannot think thee wholly gone} 
The better part of thee is with us still. 
Thy ‘soul its hampering clay aside hath thrown, 
And only freer wrestles with the ill. 
—-LOWELL, 
LET me not say— S 
* Weaven is remote on high, 
Nor notices men’s way.” 
There in the starlit sky x 
It round about us moves, 
Inspecting all we do, 
And daily disapproves 
What is not just and true. X 
—CHINESsk. 12th Century n.c. & 
A SEVENTEENTH CENTURY OccuLrisr.—‘‘Nature,” it 
its review of Mr. Stanley Rehgrove’s small book on “Josep 
Glanvill and Psychical Research in the Seventeenth Ce 
tury,” says: “Joseph Glanvill is, no doubt, best known 
the modern reader as the source of inspiration of Matthew: 


Arnold's well-known poem, and secondly as author of a 


treatise on Witchcraft, which W. E. H. Lecky describes age 
‘probably the ablest book ever published in defence of 
superstition.” Fle was not only a Fellow of the Royalg 
Society, being elected in 1664, and a friend and adrnirer o 
Robert Boyle, but in addition to making three communica‘: 
tions to the Society, which appeared in the Transactions, he 
was the author of an account of the advances in the various 
departments of scientific knowledge since the time oft 
ancients.” 
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BOURNEMOUTH. 


OMVORTABLE BOARD RESIDENCE. Bed 

_ and breakfast. Apartments, near 

station, facing gardens. Sep. table, 

personal attention.—Mrs. GETHING, 
ANE VALE, SPENCER ROAD. 


BRIGHTON.. 

AVERLEY,’’ ST. GEORGH’s TERRACE 
: Board res. Reduced winter terms 
Home comforts, good fites, elec. light. 
Personal atten. Highly recom. Nr. sea. 
LONDON. 

RS. VOUT PETERS, 61, Hunter 
ST., BRUNSWICK Sq.,LONDON,W.O.1 


Central nr. Rly. and ‘bus termini. 
Miles. light. B. & B. 5/6. Occas. meals. 


MESSAGES From BEYOND. 


THE ‘TWO WORLDS PERFECTED 


PLANCHETTE 
With Ouija Adaptor Complete. 


Which can be used either as 
Planchette or Ouija Board. 


We- The simplest method of obtaining 
Spirit Messages. Well finished, with 
yall bearings, which eliminate friction. 


7 omplete with Chart and Accersories, 
8/6, post paid. 
-The cheap line at 6/6 now sold out, 


Two WORLDS Orrick, MANCHESTER 
THE TWO WORLDS 
SEANCE TRUMPET. 


POLISHED ALUMINIUM. BRITISH MADE 
STRONG AND Lieut. 


Boxed with Instructions. 
Price 7/6 Post Fre. 


SINGLE PIECE, 24inch 
LALUMINIUM TRUMPET. 
Boxed with Instructions. 
Price 10/-, POST FREE. 
Special Manufacture. 


vo. WORLDS OFFICE, MANCHESTER 


ọ CHURCH SECRETARIES AND 
LIBRARIANS. . 


AUGISTER, DATING STAMP, PAD 
; 1- post free. 
LIBRARY CARDS, 26 per 100, 
post paid. 


ith 


“WORTHING. —To leb, 
urnishedsRooms in home of Spiritu- 
list. No attendance. Wife a medium ; 
Usband a healer.~-Reply ZY., Two 

ỌRLDS Office, Manchester. 


EREE Treatment to` the NEEDY on 
nesday,” ‘2. to 5 5; ‘Massage and Utec- 


5 expenses, MAL 

» 105; Withington 
Ranger Manclhiester. 
; Treatment: by, 


Yal bl le. onret Saperi ‘matter. for- |. 
C.P.S,, ta 


+.15,, Queen’s |; 


fe ainsi Simi 
RWO WORLDS OFFICE, - Mancunsten s; 


Two Well- i 


THE Two WOREDE. 


“Mr. GEO. VERNON, 
N.A.M.H. by Exam., .B.M.H. "Ay 


QUALIFIED MEDICAL i ad 
and MASSEUR 


Sufferers from all T A Chronic, 
Long-standing, and otherwise, Parti- 
culars Free (Stamped Addressed En- 
velopa) of Natural Method of Healing. 
No Drugs or Minorals. The treatment 
gives quick relief and cures. Testi- 
monials can be seen. 

Hours: Monday, Wednesday, Thurs- 
day and Endor, Tto9 p.m. Saturdays, 
& p.m. 
Patients ee at their own bome. 
NOTE ADDRESS : f 
3, HEYSCROFT ROAD, SOUTHLEA 

ROAD, LADYBARRN, Manchester. 

Car No. 40 from Albert Square, or 
37B from oe S 


PSYCHIC GIFs! f 


EVERYONE A POTENTIAL SPNSTTIVE. 
Develop under EXPERT Turrion. $ 


PRACTICAL CORRESPONDENCE 
COURSE. 


For all forms of Psychic Unfoldment 
under the direct supervision of 


HORACE LEAF. 


Write for particulars: SECRETARY, 
41,Westbourne Gardens, Bayswater, 


London, W.2. ’Phone: Park 6099. 


Are You “Are You Developing Clairveyance ? 
A GOOD Crystal Heips. 


“The Two Worlds” 
Magic Crystal ; 


SPECIALLY MANUFACTURED .FOR Ug 
Handsomely Cased in Velvet-lined Box 
à ; 


- 2jins 7/6; -2i 10/- 5 
Btn, 15/-, post free. 
A "Overseas Postage Extra. ` 
_, Complete, wi th: ` Instructions: f 


‘Two WoRIDS Orr Tor SE bapae 


TNTA b? 


WHAT DOES ` "SPIRITUALISM, 
ACTUALLY. TEACH” AND- | 
< STAND. FOR 2: 


Price 6d., postiige ja. 
A WORD oF WARNING. 
‘Price 6d., postage $d. 
THE ROMAN CATROLIC IGHURCH. 
ey sae R a 


~ The Human. 
Atmosphere :. 


(THE AURA). 


By WALTER J. KILNER, B. 
(Cantab), M.R.OP 


New IMPRESSION OF tHE -3R 
EDITION, WITE 64. ILLoSTRA: 


Few people realise that the huma body 
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